CHAPTER IV
BY  L ORRY
THE week It took us to reach Lanchow, the capital
of the province of Kansu, was one of the most
wearing that I can remember. During the first three
days I was lucky enough to have the place beside the driver,
The stink of the ill-burning gases from the engine was a trial,
but I escaped the cold which cramped my companions at
the back.
Our misadventures were numerous and exasperating. We
got ourselves covered with mire; we got caught in a river
when the ice broke down under our weight; ordinary punc-
tures, kept us standing about for hours. The chauffeur would
throw his sheepskin on the radiator and get busy. The
passengers on the three lorries, united, in misfortune, would
speechify, stamp up and down and untiringly give advice,
Stifled "Ei-yahs" came through their knitted mufflers, But
they took good care not to handle the shovel or to assist in
pulling the cars out of the mud.
Another privileged passenger sat with the driver beside me.
Wearing European clothes and smoking a small, pretty pipe,
he had shining teeth and smiling eyes. He was a Cantonese,
the son of a rich merchant, and he was going to see the world,
just to amuse himself.
"I am going to Urumchi," he said as though it were quite
a simple matter. "A friend who is a general has invited me,
111 take an aeroplane from Lanchow."
"But," I protested, laughing, "the air service has stopped.
You'll never get there."